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INSCRIBED 

(witfaoot their penntssion) 
TO THE MEMBERS OF THE GLASGOW BALLAD CLUB, 

the best of fellows in social hours and 
poetical endeavour, 

By their Comrade, 

THE AUTHOR, 



Woven in mood thai knows nor Here nor There^ 
In moments won from weufare^ moments rare^ 
As slid the Days in shade or shining air. 

Woven as Love might lead or else ordain 
With zeal of passionate Lover ^ whom no pain 
Eer stayed from striving his dear hope to ^ain. 

Woven to clear Heart-melodies that ring 

Supremely f howler softly-^caroUing 

Aye and for aye with the true note of Spring, 



WESTWARD! 

Who can tell what Time and Chance- 
Two merry lads oft they — 

Shall fetch to light hearted wanderer 
In length of a Summer day? 

"Westward for truer wealth than this," 

A comrade wrote : " Off to the heaths ; 
Though books are wells of purest bliss, 
Westward where yet the eagle breathes 
Airs empyrean, sails serene 
O'er peaks that proudly pierce the blue demesne." 



"Westward for better wealth, my friend," 
I answered : and ere closed the week 

Another wrote: "Loose bands and bend 

Hence to our camp in Corrie creek, 

To foot the Arran wilds, and scale 

Her pinnacles, grey haunts of mist and gale." 
9 



HrssrjvA/iD/ 

So, twice two glorious days we gave 
To Goatfell and the Sannox grim, 
Unheeding toil, and slow to save 
Fatigue of either brain or limb; 
Corrie and scaur and bouldered height 
We clomb elate, with hearts and footsteps light 



Oh 'twas a revel and high feast 
In an unwearying Wonderland 
No vision dulled, but aye increased. 
As on we strode by stream and strand; 
The cloudless aziure daily crowning 
Glens where glooms lurked and aye were storm-fiends 
frowning. 



The happy frolic by the way. 

The joke and chaff betimes, and fun 
That sparkled 'twixt the green and grey, 
Gave perfect zest to shade and sun; 
And overflowed when the baskets forth 
Drew all most lovingly to mother earth. 



HTSSTWA/iDI 

The Gods on beds of asphodel. 
The heroes in Valhalla, blest, 
Felt not diviner, — truth to tell, — 
Than we upon the mountain's breast 
Couched deep in heather, while the eye 
Roamed o'er far seas and lands enttancedly. 



"Still westward," cried our leader; "still 

On to the blue, unresting Sea." 
And we, nor loath nor slow of wiU, 
Wound through the glens next mom in glee; 
And, ere the noonday, lo! a shore 
Of tawny sands, unwitting winter's roar. 



Fleet foot may rest and fleeter be: 

So ere we touched the Machrie road. 
Or, after, clove the sparkling sea. 
We sought the shades of fern and wood, 
Where peace on our green bowers did lie — 
Peace doubly deepened by the curlew's cry. 



HrSSrHTAHVf 

After an hour's gay leisure, spent 

As each one listed: "This is wealth," 
Exclaimed my friend, eyes eloquent 
Of bliss : " that knows nor guile nor stealth. 
Nor withering touch of selfish care, — 
Yet wealth whereof we all may freely share. 



"And wealth I trow of holiest fame — 

Fair forms; fair fancies; thoughts that bless 
The heart with a true vestal flame, 
And golden glow of peacefulness. 
But onward — ^see the Saddell hills 
In dreamlike shadows; and these flashing rills." 



Oh softly, softly blew the breeze 1 

And £ur, oh &ir, the western sky I 
Such as a painter's eye would please, 
A poet's fill with ecstacy. 
"A sea-girt Paradise!" I cried. 
As streamed the slanting sun-shafts far and wide, 



WESTWARD I 5 

Golden lay all Kilbrannan's sea; 

And burned the cliffs which shoreward reeled 
Thick-clad with glittering greenery; 
And sward and marge; as round we wheeled 
From Catacol unto the shore 
Where stands the Bruce's battlement of yore. 



Eye could not see a sight more fair 

Than the wide prospect of that hour ; 
Nor to the Imagination bear 
From orient wealth of leaf and flower, 
Or the enchanted, immemorial seas, 
Of noblest impulse more, of holier peace. 



Our souls stood tiptoe till the light, — 
Which shineth yet in happy eyes, — 
Failed from each darkling purple height, 
And from the mystic rose-green skies; 
Till the last gleam of dying day 
Made roseate the grim peaks that guard the bay. 



Whence we were borne to loftiest mood, 

From trivial thought a&r or dream; 
And lingered by the birchen wood 
That skirts the murmuring mountain stream» 
Where soul touched soul, divinely one, 
In happiest note and strains of unison. 



"A truce to these melodious chimes, 

Whereof the air to-night is full," 
Our eldest said: "like rhymers' rhymes, 
We creatures are of time and rule 
The houselights shine; so let us hie 
Unto the village 'Howff' and hostelrie." 



Soon, soon a happy hall we found; 

Soon ate and drank of all good cheer 
Native to Highland loch and ground, 
And welcome aye to traveller. 
A merry company were we, 
As e'er a jovial Highland host could see. 



WESTWARD! 

Fortune's pet strollers from the first, 
Unto the last we had her smile; 
With neither rains nor rigours cursed, — 
How short each dayl how short each mile! 
And lo! to crown our loveliest day, 
The mellow moonbeams silvered hill and bay. 



Who loveth not the Eventide, 

When star-lights twinkle on the hills, 
And every note of day has died 
Save the lone tinkle of the rills; 
And we are touched by the weird power 
Of gloaming, and the spell of moonlit hour? 



Who loveth not the Eventide, 

When shines the social soul in all. 
And Song and Wit side by side 

« 

With Love to bless the festival; 
Or when Debate holds every ear, 
And Party shouts its well-pleased clamorous cheer? 



WESTWARD I 

We sate us by the rippling sheen; 

Merry yet loath to break the spell 
Of such an hour, and such a scene, 
Which Memory since hath cherished well 
Till woke the echoes with a lay^ 
And Song's sweet Good Night dosed our holiday. 



TO BEAUTY. 

Pm wearing aflcwer to-mghtf 

A sprig & the bonnie bell heather; 
Pm wearing a heart to-night 
Oerfiown^ like wine cup or goblet bright^ 
With my lif^s, my li/^s delight. 

I was thine f thine own^ my love^ 

Ere this bridal of beauteous weather; 
I am thine J aye thine^ my love^ 
By vows renewed in the courts above^ 
And true as the turtle-dove, 

I pledge thee^ to-night^ my fair y 

With pledge not light as a feather; 
I pledge thee my fairest of fair ^ 
My hearts one worship and prayer^ 
My Heaven beyond compare. 



WESTWARD I 

An ending to our Sunfeast, fit, — 

This homage of our wanderers wise, 
To days so radiant and love-lit, 
A carcanet of memories 
Of Beauty — ^winsome as of old 
When silver-sandalled, girt in pearl and goldl 



[ 10 ] 



REMINISCENCE. 

No shell or sea-flower from the Northern strand 

Where, late, you watched the Atlantic's vast green wave 

Leap white against the headland ; and then lave 

With quiet dalliance the long glistening sand; 

And where you lingered fond though flew the foam. 

Feeling yourself true daughter of the sea, 

A Viking's child, whose spirit moved most free. 

Most eagle-like in these dear soimds of Home: 

No tokens borne from thence own half the charm 

Methinks this casket shall, nor can so please: 

For at a touch again you see the farm. 

The cliffs, the shore, the glorious rolling seas; 

And feel too, with a living memory. 

What bliss was thine there, what dear ecstasy. 



[ II ] 



TO A BLACKBIRD. 

HEARD ON SAINT VALENTINE'S DAY. 

What! piping on the topmost spray 
As is thy wont when skies are clear 

In April and green May; 
While all around thee now is drear, 
Sullen and grey, 

On this unlovely February day? 



Whence this delicious burst of thine, 
This Summer ditty? Is't a charm 

Won from a draught of southern wine, 
Luscious and warm^ 

Say, half divine. 

Wherewith to get thee a fond valentine? 



12 TO A BLACKBIRD. 

Or is't the note of sweet surprise 
At some sure sign of Spring? Some flower, 

Hid even from the poet's eyes 
And arrows of the sunless shower, 
That lonely lies, 

Waiting the breath of the Hesperides? 



I need not care Thou'st given to me, 
As here I stand amid the snow. 

And list thee in the leafless tree, 
Mountings of heart, a spiritual glow, 
A memory 

Whose joy shall lustier make my days to be. 



Pipe on, brave minstrel, for a while, 
And other ears than mine delight: 

Be sweet as e'er was Philomel 
To lovers' ears on summer night: 
Pipe on, and fill 

With fair, fair dreams, and every care beguile. 



[ 13 ] 



A SPRING-TIDE CHANT. 

Here, when a boy, my heart beat high 
The while I watched the clouds go by, 

Trailing their shadows o'er 
The Loveliness that at my feet 
Now sunlit lies. Still fair and sweet 

Bute's much-loved, craggy shore! 

Oh, oii I dreamed of worth and power, 
Of kingly men, of men the flower, 

And the undying fame; 
Dreamed until grew the daring thought, 
Which Hope in happy phrases taught, 

I too might wear a name. 



14 A SPRING'TIDB CHANT. 

But not would I be child again, 
Swayed by each fancy, joy, and pain, 

Laige wonder in its eyes ! 
I long to know. I long to buy 
The thing for what my life doth cry — 

The wisdom of the Wise. 



I would not rest me in the plain, 
Content to linger in the lane 

Beside my village door, 
And lift no eyes of passionate gaze 
Beyond the girdling hills, and ways 

That foil half o'er the moor. 



Dreams that, like golden butterflies. 
Glittered before my wistfiil eyes, 

All loveliness, are gone. 
The ideals of those rosy years 
Gone too, and aye in burning tears. 

The dearest dashed and strewn. 



A SPRING'TIDB CBAITT. 15 

What though? Ye fair imaginings, 
Ye witching forms of men and things, 

That held my youth in fee, 
Were only chrysalis shapes, which Time 
Touches to rend ere comes our prime. 

With wise severity. 



As Abram, earliest Friend of God, 
Broke from the path his fathers trod, 

And journeyed pilgrim-wise, 
Strong and serene in his pure faith, 
That knew no foe and feared not death. 

Nor the heart's mutinies ; 



As the great-hearted Genoese, 
Spite taunt and scoff of all at ease 

In palace, mart, and cell, 
Dared all to find his priceless quest. 
The inviolate secret of the West, — 

And broke the bigot's spell; 



i6 A SPRINGTIDE CHANT. 

So bear thee ever, O my soul, 
Touching the unguessed, unknown goal 

Of our Humanity : 
Forth in sweet trust like April flowers! 
Forth fearlessly and use thy powers! 

Forth in laige liberty! 



Draw from the seasons as they wheel 
Continuous growth, and let thy zeal 

In this see no decay. 
Each Spring shall fetch thee from afar 
Fresh favours nursed by sun and star, 

Dewdrop and heavenly ray. 



Be mine, while primrose decks the mead, 
And skylark warbles high o'erhead, 

In the bright April day. 
To fed unchanged the bounding joy 
They gave me when an artless boy, 

More than did romp or fray! 
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AN EVENING STAR. 

Whence and what art thou, glorious Star, 

Blue-glittering in the Southern sky? 

And whence the nameless witdxery 

Rayed by no other light on high. 
That so uplifts me from Earth's jolt and jar? 

Come from the Infinite art thou, 
Bearing thy torch like traveller 
Through mystic realms? or voyager 
Through veiled seas — ^whose prow makes clear 

Their shadowy shores unto the shining Now? 

Or from the Infinite art thou, 
Hierophant of creed unknown, 
Winging thy way from God's white throne 
To rid us of those fears full-grown 

That crush the heart and bind with thorns the brow? 

c 



i8 AN EVENING STAR. 

Beholding thee I lose the sense 
Of Time, as year succeeding year, 
And touch a vast encircling sphere 
That holds the Further and the Near, 

And sweeps for ever onwards, ever hence. 

Distant immeasurably £ar, 
I lose me quite in baffling thought 
On what I see, on what is sought, 
On what may be the message brought 

By thee night after night, imperial Star. 

And musing in thy pulsing ray, 
I feel how vain is mortal wit. 
How void when the most strongly writ 
And in its reasonings apposite. 

Touching the Fountain of Eternal Day. 

If I might mount on viewless wing 
And glide, outspeeding far the light. 
Past million worlds— our lamps of Night ! — 
Specks in the shoreless infinite. 

Yet each transcending the Earth's fiery king; 






AN EVENING STAR. 19 

Mount and pass by the flaming spheres 
That wheel and wheel and cannot rest^ ^ 

Impelled by their inborn behest 
To reach Creation's crown and crest, 

That comes^ slow-ripening, in the cycling years; 

Would I, on thy far distant plain, 

Be nearer the Eternal Day? 

Have deeper insight or survey 

In beams ne'er blurred with gloom and grey, 
Ne'er quenched by thunder-cloud or hurricane? 

Enough to know I cannot know 

Aught of that Power who wills to be 

All forms which fill Immensity — 

That which we name Infinity — 
Nor shall, howe'er our cosmic range may grow. 

Yet I may nightly muse serene, 

Enthralled, unutterably content — 

As one who peers from forth his tent 

After long travel, somewhat spent, 
And wearing a becoming, humble mien. 
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AT VESPERS. 

Our Faith's most sainted harmonies! — ^they fall 
Like the last splendours of a summer eve, 

Creating the fair Vision mystical — 
The What we know and What betimes conceive. 



Truth and illusion! By them borne to mood 
That jars with all that's commonplace or gross, 

One by me lauds the bliss of solitude, 
And counts each joy a cheat, each care a cross. 



O Paradise! he cries, O Paradise! — 

Like infant for the things beyond its reach. 

Beguiled by the old Eastern fantasies 
That glisten o'er all Western thought and speech. 



AT VESPERS. 21 

And as he lists unto the bells' sweet-pealing, 

No note of dissonance is heard within 
His star-domed sanctuary of hallowed feeling. 

No bitter cry, foul word, nor Toil's hoarse din. 



Thus, I reply, thou It ne'er reach Pisgah's height, 
Nor strike the Everlasting way — the road 

That wends across rough uplands lost in light, 
To the far portal of the Peace of God : 



Nor can'st thou ever know the infinite grace 
Of Nature, nymph-like aye and magical, 

For thou must worship her with open face, 
Join in the chant and laugh in carnival. 



If thou would'st that which is most worth thy knowing- 
Even the crown and guerdon of our life — 

A clear and chastened Reason, clearer growing 
The more we mix with men and mortal strife. 



22 AT VESPERS. 

Wrestle thou must with thine own soul, and fling 
All shapes of Fantasy and youthful fume 

Far from thee — sure the woods shall blithely ring. 
And love and laughter purge thine eyes of gloom. 



And if thou voicest the Divine, speak clear 
And arrow-like as Truth's own minister, 

As doth the lightning unto eye and ear 
Of sage, of school boy> and of villager. 



[ 23 ] 



GOLDEN HOURS. 

In memory of a visit to Castle Howard^ Yorkshire. 

Stay, golden hours! that I may linger long 

Amid the memories of a day that seemed 

Divine: and Life was more than I had dreamed, 

Or found forth shadow^ in Art or Song. 

For they are consecrate; and from the throng 

Of common things I would withdraw them, fond. 

Aye resolute to set them far beyond 

Time's deep eclipse, Oblivion: and among 

Those dear, dear moments that do never die — 

Moments transfigured by the Soul's white glow. 

Which, poor as many are, all surely know 

And count them landmarks thenceforth: which no sky 

However pitiless, no storms that blow 

Can spoil, safe kept in Love's own sanctuary. 



24 GOLDEN HOURS. 

Ye stay! and in serenest quietness 

I dream a Dream of other days. I see 

An ancient English woodland sweeping free 

In dene and upland, crowned with fruitfulness : 

The red-tiled hamlets nestling soft between, 

Aglow in their green pastures. Then, more fair. 

Dim chestnut glades where couch the roe and hare, 

And faun and fairy, mayhap, glide unseen. 

And last — a vision of all loveliness 

In Art and Nature, with the heroic heart 

And gentle manner bearing such sweet part 

In the rich splendour of the scene, that I 

Moved am to see beyond words to express, 

Romance can ne'er exceed Reality. 

No other thought than this could hold the mind 
Of anyone who haply chanced to light, 
As I that day did, on a scene so bright. 
And in its human aspects so refined 
And loyal to the Lowly. Half in dream 
Sauntered I o'er the statue-shaded lawn. 
White terrace, and flower mazes bx withdrawn. 



GOLDEN HOURS. 25 

Which opened on a lily-laden stream ^ 

That slid in silvery shallows 'neath the trees, 

Crooning all day long its own lullabies, 

Self-pleased and heedless, while this thought remained: 

That still abide among us Forms of Worth 

Fair and benignant as e'er trod the earth; 

And fit to silence cavils oft arraigned. 

Ye fade! Enough that I have seen again 

That Pageant of the Past — which came and went, 

I trow, as oft the Rout and Tournament 

To many a lad did in this same demesne 

In olden days: bewildering the brain. 

But giving other thoughts and other eyes. 

And, what he wot not then of, memories 

Of sweet bewitchment, that should aye remain 

Touched with emotion. Yea; and I must turn 

To other scenes, can only here sojourn 

For a brief moment in Life's wayfaring — 

Deeply content to find the mellowing years 

Steal no true passion from us, do not bring 

Of rapture less, though rapture dimmed with tears. 



[ 36 1 



A MARCH DAY. 

March, with puffed cheek, his clarion blew 

Shrilly and dear; 

And swirled the dust along the ways; 

And every stream down-poured in hurrying maze 

A flood of clayey hue. 

The fresh-ploughed ridges glistened in the sun, 

But other sign of springtide saw I none. 

Nor caihd we — 

I and my merry school-mates loud with glee. 

Before my eyes 
Bute's slopes outlay 
Dark-bdted and in green array, 
Flecked by the shadows of the dapple sky; 
And that embayM sea, our Scottish pride, 
From Strone to where the Cumbraes hold the Clyde. 
Arran's majestic mountain wall was seen 
A&r, a mighty rampart, crowned with snow, 



A MARCH DAY. 27 

Which, as I sauntered heedlessly and slow, 
Suddenly became a field of dazzling sheen — 
Suddenly flashed with palpitating glow, 
Its peaks a wondrous row. 

I saw — and was no more a child 
Dancing along 
With shout and song: 
Visions uplit as with a moonlight mild 
And glamours gay and glamours wild 
Haunted me thence; and since hath filled my eyes 
With sweet continuous fantasies 
Woven of common Day and Dream of Paradise. 



[ 28 1 



APRIL. 

April has come! 
And through the woodlands, late so dank and bare, 

And dumb, 
And in the vales and uplands, everywhere. 
Breathes the soft zephyr, blows a warmer air — 
Bringer of Beauty and abounding Mirth 
And fuU-eyed Hope, throughout the wakening earth; 
And these sweet airy thoughts, that come and go» 
Changing my sober mood to frolicsome; 
And gladsome sympathies that lively flow. 

By every door 
And path again bdovM forms arise: 

No more. 
Whistle the icy winds 'neath ruthless skies: 
From favoured slopes I hear frail bleating cries, 
And quick short starts of song, and twitterings. 



APRIL. 29 

And loud the rookery with clangour rings. 
O joyous thought! we glide more near the sun, 
And strikes a warmer shadow on the floor, 
And all is hastening unto Summer noon. 

And that pure green — 
The daintiest green — ^that comes but once a year, 

Is seen 
In bursting grove and hedgerow, glistening clear. 
And in the dewy-tender grassy spear; 
While the three darUng flowers — our Childhood's flowers — 
Wooed by the passion of the genial hours, 
In holm and hollow bloom, and with sweet breath 
Make fragrant the west wind, which drives, serene, 
The gorgeous, pilbd clouds o'er mead and heath. 

Through sunny ways, 
Sure prophecies in murmurous minors sound 

Of days 
Of overbrimming joy, when June hath crowned 
The year with her gay chaplet, and resound 
The full-leaved bounteous woods. And he who ^oes 



30 APRIL. 

Slow stepping o'er the fields, and cheerily sows 
His handfuls broadcast, hears that humming noise 
With welcome; and the lark 'mid noontide blaze; 
Perchance the Cuckoo's immemorial voice. 

Blow, western gale, 
With fresh'ning lusty strength, and bear afar, 

From vale, 
And meadow, and bleak height, whate'er can bar 
The blossom-wreathM year! Shine, sun and star! 
Shine, O thou silver sickle, clear and fair — 
Eve's queenliest jewel — ^nor our lower air 
With storm and havoc charge! So bless the time 
Which human hearts leap joyously to hail — 
Spring, once more glowing in immortal prime. 



[ 31 ] 



THE CUCKOO. 

The Blackbird fluting e'en and mom 
From highest twig of wiUow tree— 

The Mavis hid in haunt of thorn 
Making most mellow melody — 



The Lark, dear bird ! in heaven of blue, 
Warbling a rapturous strain of love ! — 

Were voices three my boyhood knew, 
And loved o'er all in field and grove. 



But other twain, from earliest youth, 
I listened for in every dale — 

Two voices from the golden South, 
The Cuckoo and the Nightingale. 



32 THE CUCKOO. 

Nor less in riper years desired, 
A constant, many-coloured dream, 

Which fancy, by the poets fired, 
Thirsted for oft as joy supreme. 



Joy of the Gods ! — a draught divine ! — 
Twinkling with glow of flaming skies, 

And consecrate above all wine. 
To bring new worlds before my eyes. 



So, when a Dreamer on the lea, 
That alien voice but sacred name 

First filled my ear. Oh ecstacyl 
That leaped to clearest shining flame 



From doubt, that listened all in doubt, 
Was mine! nor lessened through the day, 

As o'er and o'er I heard that shout. 
The Pilgrim minstrelsy of May. 



TEB CUCKOO. 33 

The mystery of my early years, 

My dream of youthful bliss was read ; 

And, blessed sense, through happy tears 
I felt their glory had not fled. 



The same unwonted call that thrilled 
Arcadian hearts, and touched to tears 

Stem Grecian warriors, had filled 
With rapture-stirring sound my ears: 



The same as charmed the Troubadour 
Beneath his rich Provencal skies; 

As still on Scottish mead and moor, 
Finds 'wildered ears and wondering eyes. 



[ 34 ] 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

On Lammas day he spak' a word, 
And scomfuly he looked at me: 

Oh bitter, bitter were the words 
He said beside the siller tree. 



I couldna speak for very pain, 

Sae cruel were the words "nae mair": 
And Oh, my heart it's like to break, 

And Oh, my heart it's sair, it's sair. 



And whiles I work, and whiles I spin, 
And whiles the loudest laugh I gie, 

A' that I may foiget my grief. 
And ease my heart o' miserie. 
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For a' the sangs that ance I sang 
Wi' blithesome heart at e'enin' fa', 

And a' the words that ance I heard, 
Bring back the days that's fled awa'. 



I gied my love, my leal-heart love. 
And glad was I to keep back nane; 

I gied it a', but a' is lost — 
Wae's me, my heart is tumin' stane. 
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WEDDED LOVE. 

We went by the com and barley, 

And the woodland ways so sweet, so sweet; 
The linnet and mavis sang all the way, 
And the river that flowed at our feet 
There was love in the bush and love in the blue, 
And the sunshine laughed and the shadows flew 
As if they each knew 
Twas our twentieth marriage morning. 

By the stile, half hid 'mong the rowan and thorn. 

Where the old wooden bridge and the kirk tower are seen. 
And all the clear length of the water that lies 
In the silvery shallows between — 
We stayed, and, fondly as true lovers, kissed — 
Kissed, for 'twas here long ago I was blessed; 
While our eyes were filled with a sudden mist 
On our twentieth marriage morning. 
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Then she pulled a flower from brier and thorn, 
And set each, as she only could, in her hair: 
"And now. Beloved, come tell me true," 
She said with her winsomest air. 
"Not so bonnie as then? 
Not so bonnie as when 
I drooped while you cheerily said, *Amen,' 
And we passed out with blessings that morning?" 



"Not so bonnie nor blithe, I am sure, you 11 say. 

As in the dear courting time long ago. 
When you praised, you remember, my simple ways^ 
My eyes and my ringlets then black as the sloe? 
Not so blithe as then? 
Not so blithe as when 
I drooped while you cheerily said, 'Amen,' 
And your Love was your wife that morning?" 



Oh, never so much of the gay-worded wit 
Had I seen her, my Darling, in by-past years; 
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And of many a gladness we both had shared, 
Of troubles enough and tears. 
Then Love, stirred anew — 
Love, tender and true — 

And while sunshine laughed and while shadows flew, 
I told all my heart that morning. 

• 

My Love and I a-straying wefU^ 
Oh merry ^ Oh merry were we! 
In primrose lane^ der the windy beni^ 
By the dark-blue^ white-capped sea. 
And Heaven was by 
My Love and /. 

My Love and I a-straying went^ 

Oh golden^ Oh golden the time! 
Her eyes a new beauty to common day lent^ 
Her lips wove a witching rhyme. 
For Heaven was by 
My Love and /. 

My love and I a-straying went^ 

Oh swiftly^ Oh swiftly we sped! 
And Ihe charm abides^ and the magic unspent 
Is one with my breath and bread. 
And Heaven is hy 
My Love and /. 
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The flowers she took from her dark tangled hair, 

As I sang the last words, and twined them together, 
And holding them up, said, with tenderest charm — 
"Thus Love, have we two been in all sorts of weather 
In the past golden years, 

And so we shall be, come what joys or what tears: 
Take this as the token I go without fears, 
On our twentieth marriage morning." 
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TO SUMMER. 

Come with thy wealth of flowers 

And levd of bright hours, 

Thou Crown and Glory of the year ! 

Come with thy beauteous cheer 

Of bloom and berry everywhere 

In rural haunts by all the rural ways; 

In whose quaint sunny-slumbrous air, 

Fragrant with thorn and ^lantine. 

Nestle, safe sheltered from intrusive gaze 

Quiet and Peace divine. 



Break in rose-pearl splendour, Summer mom. 
And touch the mountain tops and sea 
With loveliness. The com, 
Hedgerow and tree, 
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Drenched with the dews of night, — 

Each drop a mirror of the Universe, — 

Jewel with light 

And angd-like in happy radiance pierce 

The thick, thrice-folded city smoke, 

Where sinewy labour slumbers in pent rooms, 

And ills we know not of in lanes that choke 

Like living tombs. 



Oh, what more sweet than to lift tirM eyes 

Unto the fulness and exceeding calm 

Of Summer's azure skies. 

When every breath of wind is breath of balm ; 

And drink delight and vigour as we lie 

Among the heather, or the long, cool grass. 

Letting the moments pass 

All unconcernedly! 

And ne'er so much as mid the stress 

Of Manhood's duties, as they press 

In unrelenting haste. 

When Day by Night seems ever chased; 
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And the perpetual whirl of things 

Small leisure leaves for any space 

To fill with Faith's imaginings; 

The Sage's words of strength and grace; 

The charm of Art ; and, most sublime, 

Poesy's undying chime. 

The myriad music of immortal Rhyme. 



Oh, naught can more b^;uile 

When unquiet moods prevail, 

Than the serene, still smile 

Of Noon — imperial Noon^-on hiU and dale : 

When all the woods are steeped in light, 

And all the lanes are full of flowers; 

When everywhere, 

In earth, sea, air. 

Life's mighty pulse shows wild delight. 

And rapture waits laige-eyed upon the hoiu^. 



And fail not of thy bounteousness to bring 
Beauty, in her apparelling 
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And form divinest — golden eves, 

Pure festal hours, 

Whose miracle of splendour leaves 

Tumultuous pulses, eyes in tears, 

And sense of Powers 

Beyond our uttermost. My earliest years 

Knew these my happiest hours, and still 

Loved above all by me, 

Solemn and dear to me, 

The pas^g of the day on sea and hill. 



Haste then. Enchantress, haste and come, 

And with the sunshine we shall roam. 

Come, though the primrose lingers in lone nooks; 

Come, though the hyacinths darken by the brooks 

Deep in the woodlands. Haste and come. 

And where the biting East 

Is felt by man and beast. 

Oh haste and comel 

The cuckoo calls in every lane: 

My heart replies, Oh soon again 
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The meny May, in blush and snowy white, 
Shall gladden young and old, 
And Love's eternal tale be told 
Where lovers linger late and early, in the dream- 
lit heaven of night 
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THE LAKE OF MENTEITH. 

Soft Peacefiilness is here a constant sense 
With sylvan Beauty and the charm of Birds 
From mom till even, vexed not by rude din 
Or shrilling train. Embosomed in low hills 
Of every hue of velvet greeniness, 
And clumps of mighty chestnut trees, the pride 
And ambush of this natural sanctuary, 
The sunshine and the shadows know it well, 
And weave rare lustres, veils of witchery. 
Its own peculiar charm and privil^e, 
Which, as to^y, are miirored in the lake — 
Another world of beauteous peacefukiess. 



And Meditation here has happiest room 
To fetch fair fancies, court ethereal moods 
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Bright and unfading. Nought of baser sort 

Or show obtrusive fills the eye and robs 

The pilgrim of his sense supreme of joy — 

The perfect bliss of perfect sympathy 

With nature in seclusion like to this; 

Nor anything to turn aside the will 

From aims divinest to ignoble ends 

And pride of place. Here dwells simplicity, 

Blent with a pride true bom of memories 

Of deeds heroical, that make the land 

Within the sight of Stirling's royal towers 

Land of all lands beneath the sun most dear 

To those whose sires, through centuries of blood, 

Strove for and won a double Realm of Right 



And yonder floating emerald isle in midst 
Set in the silvery ripples, Inchmahome, 
Is dream of chastened loveliness, is sight 
To touch to tenderness and move to tears! — 
The peace of Desolation lies on all 
Within its bomd$ inviolate, yet lies 
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Like a sweet smile upon a pallid face; 

And to the trancbd guest who saunters through 

Its precincts, is, he feels at every step, 

A hallowing presence, gives a hallowed joy. 

Its fallen Priory tells the common tale 

Of changing Christendom ; of that strong tide 

Which sweeps the bases of our life, and these 

Forms and transforms with silent potency; 

And of the oflf-cast of the passing time 

Fashions the framework of the world to be. 



And lo! in chancel and slight garth are seen 
Emblems of love and loving tenderness; 
Emblem of wedded love that outlived death, 
Emblem of childhood's loves and sunny ways. 
One sleeps here in Love's dream, untouched by time, 
A faithful Templar and a faithful lord, 
Beside the queen of his fond heart and eyes. 
And here yet blooms our Mary's garden-plot 
Where, with her maidens glanced she through the hours 
Radiant, rose-garlanded, of childhood's prime. 
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A Queen of Hearts ! — o'er-looked by pious eyes, 
When through these aisles pealed choral ministries, 
When dim processionals paced mom and even 
Beneath uplifted hands and benisons; — 
While Scotland knew no peace her borders through. 
Nor gleam thereof could see in East or West 
The thunder cloud of batde darkening all. 



Spent all those tragedies of Court and Camp, 
Parts whereof shall for ever touch our souls 
Being full-charged with best and worst in us ! 
But these remain, these constant, blessed forms 
Of holm, green hill, still lake and wooded isle, 
Which never fail of strength, pure joy, and peace 
No worldling's heap can yield or countercharm. 



O sylvan sanctuary! O silver lake! 
May the coy glances of your every hour 
That steal in quiet-changing beauteousness 
From shore to shore, be thine perpetuaUy! 
Then be who dips a wanderer's easy oar. 
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And he who whiles a fisher's wistful day, 
And he who lingers in these leafy lanes 
Feeding his fancy on their witcheries, 
Shall see a Land of Faery, seldom seen, 
Dear to the heart, but dearer to the eyes: 
And I again, as one enchanted, drink 
Of more than old Arcadian peacefulness. 



[ so ] 



AN EVANGEL. 

^^Alas^for the rarity 
Cff Christian charity 
Under the sun/^ 

Laxjd not the men who filled our prime 
As worthiest the eternal £sime. 

Heroes are known to every clime, 
And every Truth \\& saints can name; 

And at our doors and very feet, 

Heroic splendours are not obsolete. 



And fickle Fame has lightly heard 
Of souls — ^not few — of quenchless faith, 

Who clove the Dark with right arm bared, 
Who spumed the power whose yoke is death. 

And with a gallant calm and force 

Vanquished and glorious made their bleeding course. 



AN EVANGEL. 5* 

We better are than q^nics dream; 

And larger in the natural flow 
Of grace and generous esteem 

And honest joy, than preachers show. 
I trow we are as glad and gay 
As were the men of Merrie England's day. 



And girt are we in loin and limb, 
And have a something in our eyes 

That sees beyond the moment's rim, 
And challenges the Destinies 

With glance of scorn and fearless mien, 

Bom of a glorious Now, and What Hath Been. 



But, brothers, O my countrymen, 
New conquests wait your iron thews 

In realms where Self is denizen 
And lord supreme: whom none accuse, 

As priest and baron did of old 

In thunders that through Europe echoing rolled. 
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The Norman Earl holds no keep 
Built of his churl's blood and bones ; 

The Borderer now can sow and reap; 
The Lollard speak the thought he owns; 

Quaker and Jesuit may shake hands, 

Since quenched are all Unreason's burning brands. 



And it is well ! — but Self abides 
A Pharaoh harsh and dominant, 

And through the crowd, gold-mantled, rides, 
With bearing high and arrogant. 

Soft pity shines not in his eye. 

Nor gives nor seeks he any sympathy. 



I ask him in his marble hall 
For aid to save and school the poor: 

He thinks the poor are criminal I 
And they are worthless he is sure! 

Then passes on, Oh cold. Oh cold, 

A man whom wealth has cozened and cajolled. 
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The little ones who pinch and pine; 

The widow rent by orphan's cries; 
The ailing, doubting love divine; 

The old for whom no sun doth rise; 
And the o'er-driven labourer, 
To him are as the very cat and cur. 



He giveth only as he gets 
Of counted gold, or public praise ; 

No dying lips his wine e'er wets, 
His bounty cheers no lonely days. — 

Yet, brothers, O my countrymen. 

The worldling's wealth is fifty thousands ten. 



Is it in this all labours end? 

The proud pre-eminence of life? 
Is it in this, which can but rend. 

Or soon or late, with wolfish strife. 
This Commonweal ? Wake, voice of old. 
Whose thunders startled Europe when out-rolled. 
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Wake, lest we perish palsied quite; 

Slain like night sleepers in the sand 
When blows the simoom's deadly blight; 

For self-love's slow to miderstand 
That duties to our brethren wait, 
Like armed men, continually at our gate. 



Still breathes the spikenard's rare perfume: 
Still lives the saint who gave her all: 

And through the centuries' wide room, 
With radiance not equivocal. 

Have shone the loving hands which poured 

His oil and wine on him of priests abhorred. 



And know ye not those wondrous words — 
Clear quirings in the earlier Quest — 

That great Evangel of the Lord's, 
First spoken at a rich man's feast? 

O brothers, do ye think your souls 

Can burrow scatheless in the earth like moles? 



^O* 



«i. 



^ 
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The poor, the maimed, the lame, the blind, 

The Lord assured his friendly host 
His neighbours were; the first to mind 

In giving; nor to count the cost 
To give as Crod his sunshine gave, 
Right bounteously; and not as dole to slave. 



Self doth not thus — surrendering 
His seeming right to use his wealth 

In any wise, on anything. 
As fools do even dear life and health. 

Self is the true-bom Pharisee, 

Who giveth nought of sweet-souled charity. 



This is the problem of the hour; 

The loveless foe we all must face. 
My fellows, if our Alfred's flower 

Shall bloom with wonted, spotless grace; 
If England still shall lead the van 
Of those who pioneer the path of Man. 
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Save Dives from his hoarded wealth; 

Save Lazarus from his poverty. 
Hoarding is but permitted stealth 

Of Heaven's largesse and charity. 
The grimmest shadows in the State 
Lie at the merchant's door and factory gate. 



As New Crusaders boldly go 
True to true living, loving, just; 

New forms of heroism show 
In clashing swords with lies and lust 

True wealth is wealth of noble deeds, 

Done in love's lists, wherever duty leads. 



Oh speak as Christ did to the poor 

And erring — ^ye are brother men, 
And haply know nor want nor lure, 

And wear your passions well in ken. 
And save the children ! fold them near, 
Your own sweet babes, to Heaven alike and dear. 
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Dawn in thy fulness, Golden Year, 

"When all men's good be each man's rule"; 

And Love holds sway with Justice near, 
And Labour be Lord Bountiful — 

Dawn, fulness of the common good ! — 

Dawn, universal Peace and Brotherhood ! 



AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 

ID THE ISLAND OF ARRAN. 

Morn 'mong the mountains, rosy mom ! 

September's drowsy-lidded day 
Smiled through her veils of lightest lawn, 

Across the fields, from bay to bay. 

Below me in the silken haze 

And blue peat smoker lay Shiskin vale, 
Tween andent downs, the twice seen sea, 

And mountains weird, majestical. 

Then 'Noon, with laughter-lighted eyes. 
Broke, adding glory to the mom : 

Whence as I left the hills it seemed 
Beauty that day again was bom ! 
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Cloud-isles of dazzling splendour sailed 
Lightly through shining depths of blue : 

Blackwater's windy sea-beach gleamed, 
And white wings overhead flashed and flew. 

The Vale, a golden length, swept on 
To where the tumbling Machrie falls 

Beneath the glorious triple peaks, 
The lordliest of seneschals. 

Elate, I flung me 'mong the brake, 

Ere midway o'er the rolling moor, 
Like lover seeing sight but one — 

Vision of Mystery and Power. 

It was an hour of supreme joy 
That cannot change, that shall not die — 

The joy of feeling one with all 
The circumstance of earth and sky. 

I bathed me in the mighty calm, 

And drank thereof as from a rill 
Fed by eternal snows, and felt 

New currents bracing heart and will. 
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Ye mountain forms, ye smite us dumb, 
And haunt and mould us; to our race 

Have given visions that uplift, 
And glooms no simshine can efface ! 

So sternly sweet, so sweetly stem, 
Thine is a power to heal and bless 

And pour content; and touch the heart 
With love's abiding tenderness. 

thou belovbd Shiskin vale. 
An eerie loveliness is thine, 

And thine is mine; and thou art more 
Than any Windermere or Rhine! 

A charm of olden days is thine 
Which moves my heart and fills my eye : 

1 see thee lying in its light. 
And see thee shall until I die. 



[ 6i ] 



THE LADYE BERKELEY. 

Founded on an incident in the history of the siege of 

Douglas Castle. 

The Ladye Berkeley won all eyes, 
Yet kept the heart of simple maid. 

"No knight be mine, my true love's prize, 

But he who all for love denies" — 
She gaily sang and gaily said. 



Beside her maidens in her bower. 

As song and ballad passed around 
From lip to lip, while moved the hour, 
Betimes she smiled at deeds of power. 
But oftimes sighed and oftimes frowned. 
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And oh, when blew the warder's horn, 

And Scot had crossed the Tweed or Till, 
Her dove-like eyes shot lights of scorn 
Which withered Fear as soon as bom; 
Fate lightly held and foeman's skill. 

But though the Ladye won all eyes, 

And kept the heart of simple maid. 
Though none had marked Love's secret sighs, 
And ne'er had heard Love's fond replies, — 
Yet oft her cheek her heart bewrayed. 

De Winton he who wrought this woe, 

War's darling and wild Foray's child, 
Who ne'er had been o'erthrown by foe, 
Whose pennon flew unstained as snow. 
On whom Plantagenet had smiled) 

His grace of mien and open eye 

Spoke of a heart of honest mould 
.That found its fires in precepts high. 

And tales of that proud chivalry. 
The Troubadour and palmer told. 
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Once dreaming dreams which maidens love, 

The Ladye heard a Scottish tale 
That stirred the love 'gainst which she strove. 
"Oh now," she cried, "with lance and glove, 

De Winton, thou must win or fail. 

Who dares so flout King Edward's fame ? 

' Lion of Douglasdale is he ? 
A landless knight of lordly claim. 
Sworn foe of men of English name, 
His deeds fill hall and hostelrie." 

Then lily-pale, her eyes a-glow. 

She summoned him, and, queen-like, spake 
The knight she loved; "De Winton, go, 
Possess that hold of England's foe; 

Perfect our power; rebellion break." 

Knelt he obeisant: then a strain 

Of wondrous music thrilled the air ; — 
" God guide and guard thee ; shield from stain 
Far year and day : and lave thmilt gain^ 

Whose pledge^ Sir Knight^ tahe now and wearP 
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Oh curst the pledge, Oh curst the aim 

Which sought renown, love, happy days, 
By deeds unspeakable with shame. 
Befouled with blood and fierce with flame, — 
Though fitting deemed for maiden's praise! 

De Winton passed to Douglas Keep 

Gay-hearted, the elect of Love; 

Gave himself neither rest nor sleep. 

As one who held no foeman cheap; 

Nor, idling, let his Fancy rove. 

Reaped was the hay and reaped the corn; 

Darkly wore on through rain and snow 
The hours that heralded Lord Christ's mom, 
When greetings and high joyance borne 

At daybreak, fell to friend and foe. 

One to De Winton came which fired 

Resolve anew, lit wide his sky. 
And every pulse afresh inspired : 
And one, O God! the least desired, 

Woke ^udden lightnings in his eye. 
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It ran : ^^Ert thou hast held my gate 

Year and a day, to win trothrpUghty 
rU tame thy insolence of state^ 
Intruder! thou shall taste my hate. 

And with thy kin the dust shall bite.'' 

Oh knight! oh mine! my true love's prize, 

The Ladye Berkeley daily said: 
And watched the ways with tireless eyes, 
And lingered long in evening skies, 

And started at a stray foot-tread. 

But never will she see her lord, 

And never twine him to her breast : 
Slain by the Douglas' deadly sword, 
Oh stark he lies on Douglas sward, 

Cloven through knightly helm and crest. 
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THE KIRK OF SAINT BRIDE. 

In the green holm of Douglasdale 

Whose rural sanctities abide 
Whate'er of bliss, whatever of bale — 
Borne on the ever-varying gale — 

Bechance the fortunes of Saint Bride ; — 

I found me in that pleasant time 

When willows wear their Lenten plumes; 
When scarce a daisy dares the rime, 
Or greets the lark's heart-happy chime 
That flown are Winter's gales and glooms. 

Wimpled the Douglas Water clear 
A sunny stream; and not a sound 

Save its own crooning filled my ear: 

So still the human life anear. 
So deep the pastoral peace around. 
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But swiftly worked the deathless spell 
Of days supreme of Force and Faith 

Seen by yon broken citadel, 

Once dreaded as the gate of hell \ 
And martyrs' cairns on neighboring heath. 

And visions rose, less true than truth, 
Of Douglas, mightiest friend of Bruce, 

Whose deeds of valour and of ruth, 

Still feed the flame of Scottish youth, 
As censers filled for holiest use. 

Douglas ! here lies He in this shrine 
Enwrapt in calm of sculptured stone. 

Where once with flash of wrath divine, 

Heedless of Easter palm and sign, 
He slaughtered foe and touched his own. 

Oh, vengefully the fight was fought ! 

Outrang the Douglas battle-cry 
While fell the English knaves as nought — 
As wheat-ears by the whirlwind caught — 

Till home was won and liberty. 
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And well he sleeps 'neath his own skies, 

Though in far Spain Fate struck him down- 
A Paladin in pilgrim guise, 
Love's lineman on love's rare emprise, 
Leal to the Cross and to the Crown. 

One of the world's heroic names ! 

Peerless when sword alone and brand 
Shaped life and love and all the aims 
Of men who felt imperious claims — 

His memory fails not from his land. 

And though no fiery Border fray 

Rends with its cries and clang the peace 
Which broods above the holm to-day — 
Yet rings aye in this chancel grey 
His great last Onward: ne'er to cease ! 
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A SPRING CAROL. 

The voice of Love is in the land 

And in my heart to-day [ — 

And o'er the Cathkins, far away, 

Break rifts of blue and silver-grey, 
Whose light is more to me than aspects grand. 

Bare uplands lie in tremulous light, 

The spring-time's viigin beam! 

I cannot else to-day but dream 

Of Beauty, seen in silver gleam, 
When June is wreathed in rose and lilies white. 

Oh, few the notes of budding Spring, 
The carol half forlorn, 
Whence sweet this for^leam, happy mom. 
Of the full noon of flower and com, 

When warble green lanes and the woodlands ring. 
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A JUNE MORNING. 

A MOMENT of infinite beauty, 

Of radiant, heavenly calm ! 

From isles of the sun, of the olive and palm, 

Where life in thy gleam 

Is a dream, a dream. 

Thou comest a glittering Eastern Queen. 

The comlands and meadows thee hail, 

Thee welcome with dewy bright eyes. 

And the raptiu^ of Being around thee arise; 

For life in thy beam 

Is Love's marvellous scheme 

On the moorlands brown and in groves golden green. 
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A DAY DREAM. 



ON LOCH AWE. 



"Speed, speed," I cried, 

"By shores with rainbows glorified, 

That clasp in emerald fold 
A land of legend grim and rare, 
A realm beyond the touch of care, 

That fades not nor grows old." 



Oh drear that mom. 

And slowly forward moved — forlorn 

Of glimmer of delight : 
The drizzle choked its opening hour, 
The mist enfolded mount and moor, 

In lustreless half night 
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No song was heard, 

No lark seen springing from the sward, 

No linnet from the thorn: 
The ceaseless rain dripped wearily 
Where'er I turned by loch or lea 

Throughout the dismal mom. 



Till wandering streak 

Of dawn, too faint the clouds to break. 

Shone out and passed away — 
Then all at once a lance of light 
Clove through the Noon, to left and right 

Heralding goodly day. 



The glens then gleamed. 

Then every cleft with silver streamed — 

Torrents of headlong glee ; 
And grandly upstood Cruachan 
With all his mighty shouldered clan 

Beside Awe's flashing sea. 
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"Ohf speed, and go!" 

I cried, my spirit in a glow, 

Touched by invisible hand: 
Hoist was the sail, and soon I swung 
A voyager by shores unsung 

Of an Enchanted LAnd. 



The shimmering tide 

Sang in low ripplings by our side 

An olden melody; 
Sang as we slid until I dreamed, 
Until my fancy made what seemed, 

And life was ecstasy. 



And lulled by airs 

Ambrosial, blown from thymy lairs, 

And isles of piney green, 
Long stayed I, captured by the song, 
And marked the Day's enchantments throng 

Lome's loveliest demesne. 
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Bowered from rude ills, 

A witching Naiad of the hiOs, 

Awe oft had been as fair; 
Her isles beloved of pensive eyes, 
Gardens of the Hesperides, 

A guardian angel's care. 



A dreamland still! 
^ Though fail the fairy from the rill, 

The mermaid from the shore — 
Whose every Pass leads pilgrim feet 
To spots where eldritch l^ends meet 

That curdle to the core. 



Slowly we slipped 

Past bosky crags and shores pure-lipped 

O'er the uimifRed bay 
Shadowed by peaks austere and grand — 
Lords of the Qouds and Tempest-land, 

Lords of the Night and Day : 
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Slipped till the rays 

Of sunset flung o'er beach and base, 

And poured through rift and rent; 
And green Glen Strae and Orch/s height 
Burned in the throbbing western light, 

Softly magnificent I 



Then after-glows 

Divine — swift sudden waves of rose 

And amethystine light — 
Which held me strangely spirit-bound, 
Which clothed with grace the common ground, 

A marv^ous, magical sight 1 



A loveliness 

No hand might limn, no words express! 

A live-long, priceless treasure! — 
My prayer to know till latest year 
Charged with the power, spite rack or tear. 

To give of loftiest pleasure ! 



1 



76 A DAY DREAM. 

Ye gracious Powers, 

What moments, yea, what blissful hours 

Fall from you, gifts supreme ! 
As this day's spectacle has been. 
This vision eye and soul have seen 

In daylight and in dream! 
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KILCHURN CASTLE. 

AT THE HEAD OF LOCH AWE. 

I 

IsLED in dark-green, 

Kilchnm sits stricken in a scene 

Where Earth and Heaven vie 
In shows sublime of light and form- 
In shows, as seen in shine or storm- 

Of noblest majesty. 



What loves and hates 

Within thy walls, around thy gates. 

Since first thou rose supreme. 
And plucked the keys of strath and isle 
With beak and claw, grey, roofless Pile, 

Each stone has for its theme! 



78 KILCHURN CASTLE, 

But now, where tides 

Of Passion raged, Peace, smiling, bides, 

Honoured of kilt and plaid. 
Unheard the Campbell's haughty cry. 
Flares not the error's brand on high. 

Nor gleams his avenging blade 1 
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THE FISHERMAN. 

A LEGEND OF LOCHRANZA. 

Lov^s the unfading flower of earth 
In hut and hall^ with prince and slave; 

Lov^s the dermastering power thai holds 
Between the cradle and the grave. 

The glimmer of a waning moon 
Glanced ghost-like on Kilbrannan Sea, 

As flew Mackinnon's skiff before 
The wind that whistled eerilie. 

What bids him to the Sound to-night? 

What tempts him o'er its waters wild? 
To find by lone Lochranza's shore 

A living wife, a darling child. 



So THE FISHERMAN. 

Long had he loved — ^had long been loved; 

And Love five summers past had given 
The bonniest baimie in the bay, 

Their Lena, sweet as early heaven. 



To think the solace of his life, 
The light and laughter of his hearth 

Had ceased — O God, had ceased! — and left 
His home the darkest spot on earth! 



Right well the fisher knew their dread; 

And cared not he for any gale 
That swept the sea, yet brought him safe 

To child beloved and mother frail 



"My wife!" He knelt beside the bed; 

He flung him on the silent form, 
And gazed into the pallid face; 

And with a cry above the storm 



THE FISHERMAN, 8i 



Sank senseless. And, O Lena, where — 
Oh where was she, the winsome child? 

Like sprite that heeds not anything, 
Lena was on the moorland wild! 



Alone upon the mountain path, 

With but one wish, and heeding nought; 
Alone upon the mountain path, 

Calling on him whose help she sought ! 



When back he came to life's sweet sense. 
And thrilled again love's quivering chords, 

For Lena searched her father's eyes: 
Where's Lena? were his anxious words. 



No answer came from lip or eye; 

And out he rushed into the night 

And wandered, calling on his child. 

Until the heavens broke in light 




^ 
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Oh ne'er saw mom in that wild glen, 
A more divinely lovely sight 

Than when the fisher-father fomid 
His darling on the lonesome height. 



He bore her, dearest love's one stay. 
Silent as death, with heart aflame. 

Back to the couch where late he knelt, 
And Death had now a twice-told claim. 



And, ah! ere long as well might be, 
Since hearts will break and hope will £ail, 

These three slept in one hallowed spot. 
The greenest glade in Corrie Vale. 
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GARDEN RELICS. 

ON A BUNCH OF PANSIES FOUND IN DECEMBER. 

No weaklings ye, 
Leaning for life on sunshine and caress, 
Since ye so brave the winter's bitterness 

And bear so jauntilie. 

Relics of state, 
Still sweeter-eyed than sweetest of the host 
Of favourites whose lot no ill had crossed : 

Still sure to captivate! 

Of undimmed gold 
And purple are thy robes, fair fashioned flowers, 
That have out-lived the stinging sleety showers; 

And will not die but hold. 

And ye are mine. 
Ye brilliant relics of a hey-day past, 
And charm me smiling in the cruel blast, 

Showing victorious signl 
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FELLOWSHIP. 

O Friend, what hours of sacred joy 
We spent by Leven's brook and bridge! 

No Time their memory can destroy, 
No age outwear their passionate edge; 

Nor fade shall they from inward sight 

As fade the stars when comes the morning light 



We slid to themes aye new, aye old, 
That charm, but only charm to vex. 

Since neither saint nor seer hath told 
The veiled secret all perplex, 

Perplex and sadden: whence we crave 

Authentic tidings from beyond the grave. 



FELLOWSHIP. 85 

You seemed to see the hidden scope, 

And clearly read the hidden sense 
Of all that darkens life and hope, 

And maims man's faith in providence; 
No cloud hung lowering in your sky, 
Sure God's strong angels night and day were by. 



You held the leash o' the argument, 
And stayed its strain with deftest tact. 

As one who tempered sentiment 
With reason and unerring fact; 

And strove to keep the golden mean; 

An inland peaceful sea; a soul serene. 



Your words like to melodious strain 

That blends unmarked with all that spheres 

The eye and ear, yet holds the brain 
Responsive, charmed, — ^the fruit of years, 

Full of sweet sense and tenderness, 

Breathing the soul of large suggestiveness. 



86 FELLOWSHIP. 

Adieu, strong soul! — ^While Truth is more 
Than gold and pearl; and the hand 

That led me through life's darkened door 
To clearest seeing of the land 

That lies in light, is unfoigot. 

Those hours by Leven's bridge shall bless my lot 
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IN OCTOBER. 

ON A TREE AT GARTOCHARN. 

O BEAUTIFUL biown tree^ 

As beauteous as when seen in garish dress 
Of summer pageantry ; 

And, haply, not the less 
A joy of eye, a strength of soul, to me. 



For thou'rt a constant smile; 

Stately and comely in thy worn array, 
Unwitting foe or guile 

Thou farest day by day. 
Meekly content with what may chance the while. 



88 IN OCTOBER, 

Green Spring will come again; 

Fond warblers fill, ere long, thy^leafy bowers, 
And wake this silent lane; 

Then, after. May-time hours 
That strew the daisies in the shining rain. 



The year's full toilings o'er, 

Thou restest happy, tranquil, stalwart tree, 
Sound to the core — 

Soon, soon again to be 
A Palace of young life from dome to floor. 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

The house it was haunted, 
The grey gossips said; 

And the room by the great elm 
Was known to the dead. 



Oh, well I remember 
No child, maid, or man, 

But shivered to pass it, 
But feared as they ran. 



Tales breathing of horrors 
Unnamed and unknown, 

Made the moonbeam a ghost; 
The wind's sigh a moan. 



90 THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

Sure some deed of darkness 
Had once been done there; 

Screams were heard in the night. 
And feet on the stair; 



And when the wild Nor'-east 
Struck turret and tree^ 

There was aye heard the wail 
O' a miserie. 
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AT DRUMCLOG. 

THE BATTLE WAS FOUGHT IN 1 679. 

My &thers bled in Liberty's wide war, 
Here, in this comer of her battlefield — 

In war that surely dogs the despof s car, 
As surely makes him bite the dust and yield. 

A band of peasants, met to worship God 
As conscience and good custom bade them do. 

Stood here against Oppression's brutal rod 
Fearless and firm, and swiftly snapped it through. 

A moment in the long, long bitter fray 
Tween haughty, overbearing Privilege 

And Manhood's right divine to claim the day 
Of perfect freedom, spite of axe or wedge I 



92 A7 DRUMCLOG. 

A moment big with import; for the air 
Rings yet with world-words that fill the ear. — 

Bow pilgrimSy hither drawn from everywhere, 
Ye now may worship without foe or fear I 

O Wind that blowest o'er this barren wild. 
Bearing dear silver carols on thy wings, 

And effluence that winnest down and child 
To awe of Him whose voice through these aye rings: 

O Wind, sweet-scented, wilt thou ever bear 
The tidings that, throughout the rolling earth, 

Man to the graces high has fallen heir. 
As sung by choir celestial at Love's birth? 



[ 93 ] 



JOHN BROWN OF PRIESTHILL. 

1685. 

Of Scottish folk to conscience true, 

No nobler, rarer form is seen, 
Than his, who sweetly bade adieu, 
At his own door on Priesthill Green, 
To love and life one May-day mom. 
At call of Claverhouse, and 'mid his scorn. 



A peasant of the highest name, — 
Revered, beloved, without a foe, 
His soul ruled by the single aim 
To make his home a heaven below; 
The moorland brightened as he passed; 
In every blade and bird God's love was glassed. 



94 JOHN BROWN OF PRIESTSJLL. 

"For Christ, not Charles." Therefore he, 

In days when Right was little owned, 
And Might had waxed to Tyranny 

Beneath which Scotland wept and groaned, 
Drew on him the accursed hand 
Of outrage crowned by law, that crushed the land. 



That May mom breathed a blithesome air; 

The skylark sang in gayest strain. 
Now swallow and cuckoo were there; 
And summer had come back again: 
Golden the sunny braes and nooks, 
And primrose-fringed the quiet crooning brooks. 



But ah! that May day hid from shame 

The noon; and through the lone brown plain 
Song was quite stilled, and sweet acclaim 
Of joy, in horror blanched with pain. 
At blind Oppression's mad emprise 
In the most pitiful of tragedies. 
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"For Christ, not Charles." Therefore he, 

True subject and a king of men. 

Must die as pests die; as not free 

To worship God on hill, in glen: 

Charles must rule, though sword and shot 

Drive all such vermin to the ditch — to rot 



So be't. What though? These give no heed, 

Men of this dauntless, skyward mark, 
Whereunto truth and duty lead: 
And what though Death comes stem and stark 
And lightning-like and all seems lost? 
They die to win, they crown with gain the cost 



Oh woe, that ever day should see 

Such wrong and wreck within the bound 
Of land by patriot's blood made free, — 
Of Liberty's own sacred ground ! 
Oh woe^ thrice woe, that love and ruth 
Should £ul so 'tween the children of one Truth ! 



JOHN BROWN OF PRIBSTHILL. 

But I, the son of fairer times 

Plucked from the fire and rack and sword 
And outrage, — the old world's crimes, — 
I kneel to souls like thine; bestirred 
By witnessings so pure, which shine 
Star-like, unchangeably, with light divine. 



Give me, I pray, O true, strong soul. 

If thou e'er hearest mortal's sigh, 
Of thy full-armoured self-control; 
And most when horror fills the sky, 
And wrong prevails; and give thy faith 
That in the storm sleeps Peace, and Life in death. 
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WESTERHA'. 

BSKDALB MUIR. 
1685. 

He drove us out o' beild and bower; 

Yet I but hid my hunted kin; 
I couldna harm the bonnie flower: 

And this they called a deadly sin. 

And then they took my orphan boy, 

And, 'tween them, brained him in the sun- 
Buried their bullets in my joy, 
And lightly laughed when it was done. 

God made my Andro bold to face 
The loons, as ill as e'er men tried; 

Oh, wi' a winsome, winsome grace, 
Right forth he stood and fearless died. 

n 
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They bade him draw his bonnet ower 
His bonnie een, before they fired; 

He wouldna, scomfu' of their power, 
And looked them straight, with soul inspired. 

Oh, did he think, the wicked laird, 
I wouldna hide my poortith kin? 

Or that I couldna so have dared 
His wrath, in fetching Jamie in? 

The wild cat aye glared in his een; 

And on the day my laddie fell 
I saw them glitter gey grey green, 

And leer with malice as of heU 

I wonder much if Clavers e'er 
And Westerha' sleep quiet sleep: 

They've spilt men's lives without a fear, 
And wives s^nd weans made sairly weep. 
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GRIZEL, THE REBEL'S DAUGHTER. 

1685. 

Good Cochrane of Ochiltree, rebel 

And traitor, condemned to die, 
In the Tolbooth lay, sick and hopeless, 
While swiftly his doom drew nigh; 
And the breeze from the Firth that fanned Arthur's Seat, 

bore 
His longings and love to his own (ai-off door. 



One wearisome day, ere the gloaming. 

His prison door suddenly gave, 
And lo! like an angel came Grizel, 
His daughter, sweet-smiling but grave! 
At his feet bent she low, as in Ochiltree's bower, 
And communed till warned by the darkening hour. 



too GRIZEL, THE RBBBVS DAUGHTER. 

Once again came sweet Giizel, like angeli 

Joy lighting her dear hazel eye; 
A brightness in voice and in bearing, 
A magic in smile and reply, 
Which the prisoner felt as a pulse of new health, 
As if still shone the sun without favour or stealth. 



Three noons hence near Berwick she waited, 

As Yeoman, keen-tempered as steel. 
For the rider who bore a death-warrant 
She had purposed, let woe come or weal. 
Should not pass unchallenged — and not pass at all, 
If prevent it she might, to the Capital. 



The palfrey she sate was a flyer, 

With eye like a gleam of the sun. 
Who knew her least touch and its meaning 
When the game must not fail, but be won; 
She patted and stroked him with daintiest hand, 
And chatted — ^and keenly the highway scanned. 



GRIZEL, THE RBBEVS DAUGHTER. loi 

"Tis he," she exclaimedi "the king's rider T' 

And tightened her weU-used reins, 
And cast a sweet glance on her pistols, 
Whose flash should, pray God, bring her gains 
Which no Duke of York, the old wolf, should withhold — 
A life and a right worth a Spanish king's gold. 



She rode by him eagerly chatting 

Till within touch, then turned she and said — 
Said to him who bore the death-warrant 
She had sworn should never be read 
North the Border — in syllables ringing and clear : 
"Hold, neighbour, a minute; a word in your ear. 



"I trow you're the king's man I'm wanting? 

These bags, anyhow, I much want; 
And the love that I bear one has put me 
To ask, what, pray God, you must grant — 
Their surrender forthwith, sir. Who would not be bold 
Against wretches who boast each man's price can be told ? 
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"Fm no fool, sir, I wish you remember;" 

And she flung back her cavalier cloak, 
Showing pistols, a brace, in her girdle. 
''Off, stripling, and do not provoke 
A stronger man's arm," the rough Borderer said. 
With a wild look, " or else your own blood on your head." 



"I shall have them," she cried; and set pistol 

Right into the Borderer's eyes, 
And made dash for, and desperately struggled 
To bear off the life^iving prize — 
But missed it ''Now die!" he exclaimed, with an oath; 
Twice fired, and twice failed. " God ! there's curse on 
them both." 



Then sprang he in wrath from his saddle. 

And made to unhorse his slight foe; 
But, still nimbler, she swerved at that moment, 
And struck him a blinding blow; 
And, dashing in front, caught his horse's loose rein, 
Then away northwards swept with the horses twain. 
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Oh proud and oh pleased then was Grizd! 

No daughter, methinks, could e'er be 
In deed and high bearing more loyal: 
A Rose of the royaUest tree ! 
And her face had the glory of martyr and saint, 
As she sped on her way without fear or restraint. 



And glad tears were hers, aye the gladdest, 
When she saw the sealed terrible Doom; 
She rent it with hurrying fingers. 
And cast it in Waste's still tomb. 
And next sundown she sat in her bower a meek maid, 
None knowing the grand and good part she had played. 
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LIVINGSTONE. 

The mighty Dead 
Are with us in our day! 
Scions of immortal lineage they 
Whose deeds have won, whose words have bred 
Wonder and love — and aye bear living trace, 
In lines large-charactered, of godlike grace. 

Of that bright band 
None worthier than he th' undaunted soul 
Blantyre's lare child, and meekest in the land, 
Who at Ilala slept — and few so grand 
In stout achievement. Search the roll 
Of those who glorious make the lagging year 
And tell me those who him in splendour near. 



1 
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Not for Castile 
Thou sought'st new empire, mighty traveller; 
Thy quenchless all-consuming zeal 
Burned not for trifles men confer. 
Lover of home, dear life, and liberty, 
Thou gav'st these that the fettered might be free — 
Thou gav'st — ^to cleave a way from sea to sea 
For Afric's uniUumed Humanity, 
And break its curse and hideous wrong, 
And bid Love dawn and breathe Love's magic Song. 

Ne'er victory 
More sure than thine, heroic Livingstone! 
And ne'er shall die 
The memory 

Of all thou wast, of all thou'st done. 
Already are the first fruits won — 
First fruits the world wept to look upon! 
Ne'er saw the sun 

Such strangely moving, wondrous sight 
As that love-knit, love-conquered band, 
Who bore thy bones, a sacred trust. 



io6 LIVINGSTONE. 

Through moons of danger an4 sharp slight, 

Back to thy native land, 

To lay them with its dearest, holiest dust. — 

Say, where in ancient song or story, 

Is there aught like in loyalness, 

Patience, and tenderest tenderness? 

Say, where such deed of spotless glory? 

Thy name is named 
By Tanganyika's sea, Zambesi's flood. 
No guile stained thy nobility nor shamed 
Thine errand, robbing it of lasting good; 
Thy life was one long act of Charity. 
And we. 

Thy keener-sighted fellows, give thee praise — 
A hero's resting-place, a hero's bays. 
Ilala now and Ujiji, 
For love of man and peerless chivalry, 
Shall shine pre-eminent through the years to be; 
ShaU hold and charm us more than in past days 
Ulysses charmed us and the Odyssey. 
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OH, LOVE IT IS BONNIE, WHEN LOVE 

IT IS TRUE. 

The cantiest carle in a' the glen 

Was Robin Dinwoodie, the miller; 
.He had acres and kye, and a house fu' o' gear, 

And what he liked best — mickle siller. 

Oh had you but seen him when buyin' his com — 

His pawky and twinklin' grey e'e! 
Oh had you but seen him when sellin' his meal — 

His smirkin' and words unco slee! 

Three lasses had Robin — Kate, Lizzie, and Jean, 

And married he wad hae them a'; 
At kirk and at market he aye minded this, 

So cannily married got twa. 



io8 Oa^ LOVB IT IS BONNIE. 

And Lizzie had wooers, but aye she said '*Na." 
Her hair was the gowden, her e'en was the blue; 

But to Archie the smith she had lang made her troth, 
And only the siller saughs knew! 

Oh, Lizzie was blithesome, and sang cheerily — 
"Aye singing o' love" gim'd her £uther. 

'*0h, love it is bonnie, when love it is true." 
"Gae try't, then, the length o' your tether." 

And blither than ever grew Lizzie's blue e'e, 

Frae momin' till e'en gaed she singin', 
And Archie ne'er kenn'd o' the day whirlin' by — 

Dainty words in his ear were aye lingin'! 
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CONTENTMENT. 

Lover of Alp and silken Sea, 

Be guest of mine this gracious hour, 

And learn the witcherie of our hills 
And mountain glens, in sun and shower. 

A bower Elysian shall be thine 
Of rose and ivy : 'neath your feet 

Sweet myrtle — where o' moonlit eves 
Might Oberon and Titania meet! 

Here on this festive Autumn day, 
More than did elves and fairies dance, 

Nature is lavish of her love. 
And LtOve's divine, revealing glance. 



no CONTENTMENT. 

Oh wondrous £air yon heathety braes; 

The stream a silver ribbon lies: 
Golden and green are everywhere, 

Far as I lift two charmed eyes. 



Andy lo! the reapers in the fields, 
Where rosy Jean goes side by side 

Through the long, warm, and honeyed hours 
With sun-browned Robin merry eyed. 



No scene, I feel, could fetch me more 
Of the pure pomp of Harvest time — 

O day of sunshine, cloud, and breeze, 
Thou hast no peer in Southern clime! 



Here, in this coign of happy chance 
Which opens to the Western sea, 

Whose boundless breadth of breezy blue 
Greets me to^lay with jocund gh 



CONTENTMENT. in 

In closest fellowship with forms 
Simple, yet bold, and full of ruth, — 

Nature has won me her own child, 
Has dowered me with the dower of youth. 



So favoured in my Scottish home, 
I keep my heart, I trill my song, 

I catch delights from every hour. 
Crowned with contentment true and strong. 
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NOTES. 



In this volume the word "Pastoral'' is used as synonymous with 
"Idyl"; and refers to poems descriptive of, and directly connected 
with, country scenes. 

Much of the scenery of Scotland affords a rare rax^e of subjects 
for the Poet as well as for the Painter — is capable of being sung as 
well as of being painted. Tliere are innumerable places whidi, as mere 
objects of sight, and apart from any associations, Idndle feelings which 
Song alone can express. Tliey excite the highest emotion in thousands 
every year. The traveller finds in them that which both rouses and 
satisfies, and carries thence memories which he only speaks of after- 
wards in the language of excitement. It is this sort of experience 
that I have tried to express m "Westward!" and "A Day Dream" 
— an experience which is one of the higher delights and richer gains 
of Modem Travel. 

In the Ballads ot Poems that touch on historical subjects, I have 
tried to crystallijse the sentiment which most of my countrymen have 
towards the persons and events described ; and which I have myself. 
In saying this, I do not forget that it is impossible, human nature 
being what it is, for Presbyterian and Episcopalian, Whi^ and Tory, 
to feel and see alike on some points. 

Most Englishmen are foreigners here — and usually are so ignorant 
of the history of Church and State in Scotland, and of all past Scottish 
causes, that they cannot see the inextinguishable national significance 
of the deeds referred to in my verses. ^Tis a defect in their nature, 
to be regretted for their own and their neighbours' sakes. 



NOTES. 113 

" Westward *' — Stanza z — "where yet the eagle breathes." I have 
seen the lordly birds at the head of Glen Sannox ; and natives tell me 
that there and at High Catacol they build every year. 

"The Cuckoo." The reader may like to read the original note 
of the event described in the poem. "I shall never forget the emotions 
kindled in me the first time I heard the Cuckoo. Aitef leaving school 
in Rothesay I was closely confined to business in Glasgow, and never 
had an opportunity of hearing it, for the near highways of a great 
dty do not afford that. Having read of the bird in the poets, it 
became invested with strange mystery; and so, when living in the 
country in early manhood, I was startled one morning in May by the 
first calls that were heard that season in the neighbourhood, and felt 
a strange joy, a new pleasure; and all that day with every repetition 
of the sound I felt singularly fiisdnated." 

"John Brown of Pribsthxll." See all the authorities — Scott's 
Taks of a Grandfather; Macaulay ; Burton ; and especially Cunning- 
ham's Churth History of Scotland (Note). The Painting by Sir G. 
Reid, P.R.S.A., in Corporation Galleries, Glasgow, is worth a visit. 

"Grizbl, The Rebel's Daughter." Grizel Cochiane was one 
of the heroines of the Scottish Revolution period. But her story, like 
the story of many another brave lass who then dared all for love of 
kin or love of truth, or both — ^although often for very different reasons 
— is not found in the State papers of the day. However, the heroine's 
living descendant, the Hon. Thomas Cochrane of Dunkdth, M.P., writes 
me on this as follows : — " Tlie story of Grizel Cochrane is very fiimiliar 
to me, and has so often been repeated in the fiunily that I have always 
regarded it as being absolutely true." 
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